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AR GUM E N T. 

The . — 7 1 is repreſented as rifing 
from Breakfaft with ber Parrot, Monkey, and Lap-dag. 
Dicky B——man comes in with a Staffordſbire 
Teapot, with which the D——f5 is charmed Ke. 
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which is broken of by General C. . coming © 
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Fire-works to be fold at Margus's, which gives him an 
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ders. It appears from the very Beginning of the Story I * 
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Polypus. Both the Charles's fall ſal afleep, on tach 
Side of the D——fi. Contraft between Suſanna and, 
the Two Elders. ——The whole Company rouſed by Lord 
L——l's coming into the Room.—— His Character. bd 
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Lady Fanny's Looks owing to Love. De General 
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2 monkey, lap- dog, parrot, and her grace, 
F 

When, hark, a knock ! „See Betty, ſee, who's there: 

4 »Tis Mr. B—— n, Ma'am, in his new chair :” 

« Dicky's new chair ! the charming'ſt thing in town, 

Whoſe poles are lacker'd, and whoſe lining's brown!“ 

Bur ſee, he enters with his ſhuffling gait; ? 


« Lord, fays her grace, how could you be ſo late ?” 
« Pm ſorry madam I have made you wait,” 
Bateman reply d, I only ftaid to bring 
« The neweſt, charming'ſt, moſt delightful thing! 
« Oh! tell me what's the curioſity ! 
5 « Oh! ſhew it me this inſtant, or I die!” 
To pleaſe the noble dame, the courtly ſquire 


Peroduc'd a teapot, made in Staffordſhire : 


With eager eyes the longing d——lſs ſtood, 
And o'er and o'er the ſhining bauble view'd: 
Such were the joys touch'd young. Atrides' breaſt, 
Such all the Grecian hoſt at once expreſt; 
When 


1 
When from beneath his robe to all their view, 
Laertes fon, the fam'd Palladium drew. - 
So Venus look'd, and with ſuch longing eyes, 
When Paris firſt produc'd the golden prize. | 
&« Such-work as this, ſhe cries, can England da 
It equals Dreſden, and excels St. Cloud : | 
All modern China now ſhall hide its head, 
And een Chantilly muſt give o'er the trade 
For lace let Flanders bear away the bell, 
In fineſt linen let the Dutch excel; 
For prettieſt ſtuffs let Ireland now be nam'd, 
And for beſt fancy'd filks let France be fam'd ; 
Do thou, thrice happy England! ſtill prepare 
This clay, and build thy fame on earthen-ware.“ 


Much ſhe'd have faid, but that again ſhe heard 
The knocker—and the general appear'd. 


The gen'ral ! one of thoſe brave old commanders, 
Who ſerv'd through all the glorious wars in Flanders; 
Frank and good natur'd, of an honeſt heart, 
Loving to act the ſteady friendly part: 

None led through youth a gayer life than he, 

Chearful in converſe, ſmart in repartee. 

Sweet was his night, and joyful was his day, 

He din'd with Walpole, and with Oldfield lay ; 

But with old age its vices came along, 

And in narration he's extremely long ; 

Exact in circumſtance, and nice in dates, 

He each minute particular relates. 

If you name one of Marlbro's ten campaigns, 

He tells you its whole hiſtory for your pains : | 
B 2 And 


64 
And Blenbeim's field becomes by his reciting, 

As long in telling as it was in fighting: 

His old defire to pleaſe is ſtill enpreſs d; 0 
His hat well cock'd, his perriwig's well dreſs'd : - 
He rolls his ftvckings ſtill, white gloves he wears, 
And in the boxes with the beaux appears :. 

His eyes through wrinkled corners caſt their rays y 22 
Still he looks chearful, ſtill ſoft things he ſays : 
And ftill rememb'ring that he once was young, 
He ſtrains his crippled knees, and ftruts along. 
The room he entered ,/aulizg ; which beſpake | 
Some worn-out compliment, or thread-bare joke, 
(For not perceiving loſs of parts, he yet © 
Graſps at the ſhade of his departed wit.) 

«© How does your grace? I hope I ſee you well? 
What a prodigious deal of rain has fell! 

Will the ſun never let us ſee his face ? 

But who can ever want a fun that ſees your grace ! 


«« Your ſervant, Sir—but ſee what I have got ! 
Isn't it a prodigious charming pat? 

And 2'n't you vaſtly glad we make them here, 
For Dicky got it out of Staffordſhire. 

See how the charming vine twines all about ! 
Lord | what a handle ! Jeſus ! what a ſpout ! 
And that old Pagog, and that charming child ! 
If lady T-——4 faw them, ſhe'd be wild 


To this the gen'ral anſwer d, Who would not? 
Lord! where cou'd Mr. Bateman find this pot ? 
Dear Dicky, cou'dn't you get one for me 5 


I want ſome uſeful china mightily ; 
Two jars, two beakers, and a pot fourrie.” 


« Oh 
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4 Oh, Mr. Churchill, where d'ye think I've been ? 
At Margus's, and there ſuch fire-works ſeen, ; 
So very pretty, charming, odd and new 
And, I aſſure you, they're right India too? 
I've bought them all, there's not one left in town ; 
And if you was to ſee them, you would own 
You never ſaw ſuch fire-works any where.” 
—Oh, Madam, I muſt beg your pardon there, 
The Gen'ral cry d, © for "twas in the year ten; 
No, let me recollect, it was not then; 
Twas then year eight, I think, for then we lay, 
Encamp'd with all the army near Cambray— 
Yes, yes, I'm ſure I'm right by one event, 
We ſupp'd together in Cadogan's tent; 
Meredith, Lamley, and poor Geo. Grove, 
And merrily the bumpers round we drove; 
To Marlbro's health, we drank confounded hard; 
For he'd juſt beat the French at Oudenarde : 
And Lord Cadogan then had got by chance, 
The beſt champaign that ever came from France, 
And 'twas no wonder that it was ſo good, 
For ſome dragoons had ſeiz'd it on the road; 
And they were told from thoſe they took it from, 
It was deſign'd a preſent for Vendoſme. 
So we—but ſee another Charles's face 
Cur ſhort the Gen'ral, and relieves her Grace. 


So, when one crop- ſick parſon in a doſe, 
Is reading morning-ſervice through his noſe, 
Another in the pulpit, ftraight appears, : 


Claiming the tir'd-out congregations ears, 
And with a duller ſermon ends their pray'rs. 
B 3 For 
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For this old Charles is full as dull as Yother, 
Bavius to Mœvius was not more a brbther ; 
From two defects this talk no joy affords, 
From want of matter, and from want of words. 


« I hope, ſays he, your Grace is well to-day, 
And caught no cold by venturing to the play.” 
« Oh, Sir, I'm mighty well—won't you fit down? 
Pray Mr. S———, what's the news in town?“ 


« Madam, I know of none; but I'm juſt come 
From ſeeing a curioſity at home: 
"Twas ſent to Martin Folkes, as being rare, 
And he and Daſguliers brought it there: 
It's call'd a Polypus.—** What's that? A creature, 
The wonderful'ſt of all the works of nature: 
Hither it came from Holland where twas caught, 
(I ſhould not fay it came, for it was brought) 
'To-morrow we're to have it at Crane-court, 
And xis a reptile of ſo ſtrange a ſort, 
That if *tis cut in two, it is not dead; 
Its head ſhoots out a tail, its tail a head; 
Take out its middle, and obſerve its ends, 
Here a head riſes, and there a tail deſcends ; 
Or cut off any part that you deſire, 
That part extends and makes itſelf entire: 
But what it feeds on ſtill remains a doubt, 
Or hew it generates, is not found out: 
But at our Board, to-morrow, 'twill appear, 
And then 'twill be conſider'd and made clear, : 
For all the learned body will be there.” 


cc Lord 
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&« Lord I muſt ſee it, or I am undone, 
The D——fs cry'd, pray can't you get me one? 
I never heard of ſuch a thing before, 
I long to cut it and make fifty more ; 
I'd have a cage made up in taſte for mine, 
And Dicky—you ſhall give me a deſign.” 
But here the General to a yawn gave way, 
And St——pe had not one more word to ſay, : 


So ſtretch'd on eaſy chairs in apathy they lay; 


And on each fide the goddeſs they ador'd, 
One Charles far ſpeechleſs, and the other ſnor'd. 
When chafte Suſanna's all-ſubduing charms 
Made two old lovers languiſh for her arms, 
Soon as her eyes had thaw'd the froft of age, 
Their paſſions mounted into luſtful rage; 
With brutal violence they attack'd their prey, 
And almoſt bare the wiſh'd--for prize away. 
Hail happy Dsl twixt two elders plac'd 
Whoſe paſſions brutal luſt has ne er ditgrac'd ; 
No warm expreſſions make her bluſhes riſe, 
No raviſh'd kiſs ſhoots light'ning from your eyes: 
Let them but viſit you, they aſk no more, 
Guiltleſs they'll gaze, and innocent adore. 


Bur hark ! a louder knock than all before, | 

« Lord! ſays her Grace, they'll thunder down my door!”? 

Into the room ſee ſweating L—1 break, 

(The Ds riſes, and the Elders wake: 

L—1,—the oddeſt character in town ; 

A lover, ſtateſman, connoifſeur, buffoon, 

Extract him well, this is his quinteſſence, 

Much folly, but more cunning, and ſome ſenſe, 
"Ss | To 
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To neither party is his heart inclin'd, | 
He ſteer d through both with politics refin'd, 
Voted with Walpole, and with Pultney din'd. 


His lordſhip makes a bow, and takes his ſeat, 
Then opens with preliminary chat ; 
* I'm glad to ſee your Grace—the Gen'ral too 
« Old Charles, how is it? Dicky ! how d'ye do? 
% Madam, I hear that you was at the play, 
1% You did not ſay one word on't yeſterday ; 
„went, who'd no engagement, any ſhare, 
« To th' opera.” —** Were there many people there? 
The Ducheſs cry'd :—* Yes, Madam, a great mai ys 
Says Lovel—“ There was Ch—d and Fanny. 
In that etcrnal whiſper which begun 
Ten years ago, and never will be done ; 
For tho? you know he ſees her ev'ry day, 
Still he has ever ſomething new to ſay ; 
There's nothing upon earth ſo hard to me, 
As keeping up diſcourſe eternally : 
He never lets the converſation fall, 
And I'm ſure Fanny can't keep up the ball; 
I ſaw that her replies were never long, 
And with her eyes ſhe anſwer'd for ber tongue, 
Poor I ! am forc'd to keep my diſtance now, 
She won't ev'n curt'ſy if I make a bow.” 


« Why, things are ſtrangely chang'd, the Gen'ralcry'd; 
Ay, Fortune de la guerre,” my lord reply'd : 
But you and I, Charles, hardly find things ſo, 
As we both did ſome twenty years ago.” 
And take off twenty years, reply'd her Grace, 
*T would do no harm to Lady Fanny's face; 


My 


And Lm——}s coachman drives unhid to White's, 


(9) 
My Lord, you never ſee her but at night, 
By th'advantageous help of candle-light : 
Dreſt out with ev aid chat is adorning, 
Oh, if your Lordſhip ſaw her in a morning ! 
It is no more that Fanny once fo fair; 
No roſes bloom, no lilies flouriſh there: 
But hollow eyes, and pale and faded check, 
Repentance, love, and diſappointment ſpeak.”? 
The General found a lucky minute now 
To ſpeak—** Ah, Ma'am you did not know Miſs How.“ 
P11 tell you all her hiſtory, he cry'd— 
At this Charles S——pe gap'd extremely wide; 
Poor Dicky fat on thorns, her Grace turn'd pale, 


And LI trembled at th* impending tale. 


« Poor girl! faith ſhe was once extremely fair, 
Till worn by love, and tortur'd by diſpair: 
Her pining cheek betray'd her inward ſmart ; 
Her breaking looks foretold her breaking heart. 
At Leiceſter-houſe her paſſion firſt began, 

And Nanty L——er was a pretty man: 

But when the P—eſs did to K—w remove, 


She could not bear the abſence of her love ; 


Away ſhe flew.” But here the clock ſtruck three; 
So did ſome pitying deity decree ; 

The D——f rings to dreſs—and ſee her maid 
With all the apparatus for her head, 


Th' adorning circle can no longer ſtay, 


Each riſes, bows, and goes his different way. 
To ancient Boothby's ancient C——ill's flown ; 
Home to his dinner St——pe goes alone : 
Dicky to faſt with her, her Grace invites, 


An 
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AN oO D E 


To the Right Honorable STzrnzx Porr, Eſq; 
&c. &c. &c. 


Senſere quid mens rite, quid indoles 
Nutrita fauſtis ſub penetr alibus 
Poſt 


Doctrina ſed vim promovet infitam, 
Refique cultus pectora roborant. 
Hor. Od. 4. Lib. 4. 


I. 


HILST William's deeds and William's praiſe, 
Each Engliſh breaſt with tranſport raiſe 
Each Engliſh tongue employ ; 
Say, Poyntz, if thy elated heart 
Aſſumes not a ſuperior part. 
A larger ſhare of joy? 


IT. 


But that thy country's high affairs 

Employ thy time, demand thy cares, 
Yqu ſhou'd renew your flight ; 

You only ſhou'd this theme purſue— 

Who can for William feel like you ; 
Or who like you can write? 
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III. 
Then to rehearſe the hero's praiſe, 
To paint this ſunſhine of his days, 
The pleaſing taſk be mine— 
To think on all thy cares o'er paid, 
To view the hero you have made, 
That pleaſing part be thine. 


IV. 


Who firſt ſhould watch, and who call forth 
This youthful Prince's various worth, 
You had the public voice ; 
Wiſely his royal Sire confign'd 
To thee, the culture of his mind, 
And England bleſt the choice. 


| W. 
You taught him to be early known 
By martial deeds of courage ſhewn : 
From this dear Mona's floed, 
By his victorious father led, 
He fleſh'd his maiden fword, he ſhed 
And prov'd th? illuſtrious blood, 


IT 
Of Virtue's various charms you taught 
With happineſs and glory fraught, 
How her unſhaken pow'r 
Is independant of ſucceſs ; 
That no defeat can make it leſs, 
No conqueſt make it more. 


VII. This 
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VII. 

This after Tournay's fatal day, 
Midſt ſorrows, cares, and dire diſmay, 
Brought calm and ſure relief; 

He ſcrutiniz'd his noble heart, 
Found virtue had perform'd her part, 
And peaceful ſlept the chief. 


VIII. 


From thee he early learnt to feel 
The Patriot's warmth for England's weal ; 
(True valour's nobleſt ſpring) 
To vindicate her Church diftreſt ; 
To fight for Liberty oppreſt ; 
To periſh for his King. 
IX. ? 
Yet ſay, if in thy fondeſt ſcope 
Of thought, you ever dar'd to hope 
That bounteous heav'n, ſo ſoon 
Would pay thy toils, reward thy care, | 
Eonſenting bend to ev'ry pray'r, | 
And all thy wiſhes crown. 


X. 
We ſaw a wretch with trait'rous aid,. 
Our King and Church's right invade ; 
And thine, fair Liberty ! | 
We ſaw thy Hero fly to war, 
Beat down Rebellion, break her ſpear, 
And ſet the nations free, 


XI, Culloden's 
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XI. 
Culloden's field, my glorious theme, 
My rapture, viſion, and my dream, 
Gilds the young Hero's days: 
Yer can there be one Engliſh heart 
That does not give thee, Poyntz, thy part, 
And own thy ſhare of praiſe ? 


XII. 
Nor is thy fame to thee decreed 
For life's ſhort date : when William's head, 
For victories to come, 
The frequent laurel ſhall receive : 
Chaplets for thee our ſons ſhall weave, 
And hang them on thy tomb. 


A N O D E 


On the Death of Marz R, a favourite 
B UL L-F I NC E, 


Addreſs'd to Mr. S—?PE, to whom the Author had 
given the Reverſion of it when he left DxESDEN. 


I. 
RT RT e 'tis in vain 
To ſtop your tears, to hide your pain, 
Or check your honeſt rage ; 
Give ſorrow and revenge their ſcope, 
My preſent joy, your future hope, 
Lies murder'd in his cage. 
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IT. 


Matzel's no more, ye graces, loves; 
Ye linnets, nightingales and doves, 
Attend th* untimely bier; 

Let ev'ry ſorrow be expreſt, 7 

Beat with your wings each mournful breaſt, 
And drop the nat'ral tear. 
mm. 
In height of ſong, in beauty's pride, 
By fell Grimalkin's claws he died— 
But vengeance ſhall have way : 
On pains and tortures PII refine 
Yet, Matzel, that one death of thine, 
His nine will ill repay. | 
IV. 
For thee, my bird, the ſacred Nine, 
Who lov'd thy tuneful notes, ſhall join 
In thy funeral verſe: 
My painful taſk ſhall be to write 
Th? eternal dirge which they indite, 
And hang it on thy hearſe. | 
V. 


In vain I lov'd, in vain I mourn 
My bird, who never to return 
Is fled to happier ſhades, 
Where Leſbia ſhall for him prepare 
The place moſt charming, and moſt fair 
Of all th' Elyſian glades. 


VI. There 
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VI. 
There ſhall thy notes in cypreſs grove 
Sooth wretthed ghoſt that die for love; 
There ſhall thy plaintive ftrain 
Lull impious Phædra', endleſs grief, 
To Procris yield fome ſhort relief, 
And ſoften Dido's pain. bd 7 


VII. | 
Till Proſerpine by chance ſhall hear 
Thy notes, and make thee all her care, 
And love thee with my love; 
While each attendant's foul ſhall praife 
The matchleſs MatzeP's tuneful lays; © : 


And all his ſongs approve. 


+ 


MARTIALIS EPIGRAMMA 
Lib. 6. r Imitated. 


Co, „Chloe, nn 
For ſweeter ſure never girl gave : 
But why in the midſt of my bliſſes 
Do you aſk me how many 1'd have ? 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prithee my charmer be kind, 
For whilſt I love thee above meaſure, 
To numbers III ne er be confin'd. 


Eount 
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Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flow'rs that enamel its fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are firaying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 

Go number the ſtars in the heaven, 

Count how any hatÞ en the Hom, 
When ſo many kiſſes you've given 

I till ſhall be craving for more. 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine. 
With my arms I'll for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy limbs like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is > 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent ; | 
But the wretch that can number his kiſſes 
With few will be ever content. 


AN Oo DE 
On Miſs HAZET HAN ZUx x, at Six Years old. 
ce SC = 
HY ſhou'd I thus employ my time, 
To paint thoſe cheeks of roſy hue ? 
Why ſhould I ſearch my brains for rhyme, 
To fing thoſe eyes of gloſſy blue? 
II. 
The pow'r as yet is all in vain, 
Thy num'rous charms, and various graces : 
They only ſerve to baniſh pain, 
And light up joy in parents” faces. 


But 
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III. 
But ſoon thoſe eyes their ſtrength ſhall feel: 
Thoſe charms their pow'rful ſway ſhall find : 
Youth ſhall in crouds before you kneel, 
And own your empire o'er mankind. 
IV. 
Then, when on Beauty's throne you fit, 
And thouſands court your wiſh'd-for arms, 
My muſe ſhall firetch her utmoſt wit, 
To ſing the vict'ries of your charms. 
| V. 
Charms that in time ſhall ne'er be loſt, 
At leaſt while verſe like mine endures : 
And future Hanburys ſhall boaſt, 
Of verſe like mine, of charms like yours. 
VI. 
A little vain we both may be, 
Since ſcarce another houſe can ſhew, 
A poet, that can ſing like me, 
A beauty, that can charm like you. 


—  — _ — ——8— 


A S ON G 
On Miſs HARRIET HAN BUR, 
Addreſſed to the Rev. Mr. BIX r. 


I. 
EAR doctor of St. Mary's 
In the hundred of Bergavenny, 
I've ſeen ſuch a laſs, 
With a ſhape and face, 
As never was match'd by any. 
C Such 
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Such wit, ſuch bloom, and beauty, 

Has this girl of Ponty Pool, Sir, 
With eyes that would make 
The tougheſt heart ach, 

And the wiſeſt man a fool, Sir. 


III. 
At our fair t' other day ſhe appear'd, Sir, 
And the Welſhmen all flock'd and view'd her; 
And all of them faid, 


She was fit to have been made. 
A wife for Owen Tudor. 


IV, 
They wou'd ne'er have been tir'd with gazing, 
And ſo much her charms did pleaſe, Sir, 
That all of them ſtaid, 
Till their ale grew dead, 
And cold was their toaſted cheeſe, Sir. 
V. 
How happy the lord of the manor, 
That ſhall be of her poſſeſt, Sir; 
For all muſt agree, 
Who my Harriet ſhall ſee, 
She's 'a Harriet of the beſt, Sir. 
VI. 


Then pray make a ballad about her ; 
We know you have wit if you'd ſhew it, 
Then don't be aſham'd, 
You can never be blam'd, 
For 2 prophet is often a poet. 
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VII. 
But why don't you make one yourſelf then? 
I ſuppoſe I by you ſhall be told, Sir: 
This beautiful piece, 251 
Alafs is my niece: 
And beſides ſhe's but five years old, Sir. 
VIII. 
But tho* my dear friend, ſhe's no older, 
That this angel at five, 
Will, if the's alive, 
Be a goddeſs at fifteen, Sir. 


A LAMENTABLE CASE, 
Submitted to the BArAH Phyficians, 


YE fam'd phyſicians of this place, 
Hear Strephon's and poor Chloe's caſe, 
Nor think that I am joking ; 
When ſhe wou'd, he cannot comply, 
When he wou'd drink, ſhe's not a-dry ; 
And is not this provoking ? 


At night when Strephon comes to reſt, 
Chloe receives him on her breaſt, 

With fondly folding arms : 
Down, down he hangs his drooping head, 
Falls faſt aſleep, and lies as dead, 

— Er ver eons, 


Reviving, 
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Reviving when the morn returns, 

With rifing flames young Strephon burns, 
And fain, wou'd fain he doing: 

But Chloe, now aſleep or fick, 

Has no great reliſh for the trick, 


O cruel and diſaſt'rous caſe, 
When in the critical embrace 
That only one 1s burning ! 
Dear doctors, ſet this matter right, 
Give Strephon ſpirits over night, 
Or Chloe in the morning. 


On the Death of Lady ABERGAVENNY., 
By a LADY, 


YE muſes all, and pitying virgins come 

And pour your tears on poor Califta's tomb. 
In the cold manſions of the filent grave, 
May her remains a ſanctuary have: 
From the malignant blaſts of fland'rous tongues, 
Who have purſued her name with cruel wrongs : 
May all her faults for ever be forgot, 
And let not calumny her mem'ry blot. 
Unhappy nymph ! let none her crime upbraid, 
By love, and too much gentleneſs betray'd ; 
And, oh ! for ever may his name be curſt, 
Of ſpotted villains be he rank'd the firſt, 


Who 
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Who with a baſe revenge, and malice fir'd, 
Fierce jealouſy in her ſtern Lord inſpir'd. 
Inhuman wretch | ſure now thy woes begin, 
And thou already haſt thy hell within. 

While pitying heaven with mercy ſees her fate, 
And kindly takes her to a happier ſtate, 

Pardons the fault ſhe fo ſincerely mourn'd, 

And joys to ſee a penitent return'd. 

But, oh ! ye railers, ye abandon'd few, 

Hew ill your maſter's precepts ye purſue : 
Reflect, when God himſelf was here below, 
What mercy he did to a ſinner ſhew, 

And bade the guiltleſs only throw a ſtone ; 
Straight all retir'd, and left her there alone: 
With majeſty he rais'd his awful head, 

And mildly to the tender creature ſaid, 

Again thy life and freedom I reſtore, 

Now go thy way, and look thou fin no more, 
Th' accuſing Jews were juſter far than you; 

By conſcience, ſelf-condemn'd, they all withdrew ; 
But amongſt thoſe who mangle thus her fame, 
How many's crimes, tho? not their fate's the ſame. 
Henceforth for ever ceaſe her name to tax, 

Nor with foul calumny abuſe her ſex ; 

While for her woes my pitying tears ſhall flow, 
A worthleſs gift, but all I can beſtow. 

My penſive muſe her terrors ſtill ſhall mourn, 
And move diſtreſs in lovers yet unborn ; 

Who, while her hapleſs ſtory I relate 

Shall learn to ſhun the ſnare, and weep her fate. 


C 3 To 
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To Mr. Garnier and Mr. Praxcz of BArR. 


A GRATEFUL ODE, 


In return for the extraordinary Kindneſs and Humanity 
they ſhewed to me and my eldeſt daughter, now Lady 


ESSEX, 1753. 
VAST ions verſe from love has ſpruvg * 
How well has indignation ſung ? 
And can the gentle muſe, 
Whilſt in her once belov'd abode 
I ftray, and ſuppliant kneel, an ode 
To gratitude refuſe. 
IT. 
Carnier, my friend, accept this verſe, 
And thou receive, well - natur'd Pearce, 
All I can give of fame. 
Let others, other ſubjefts ſing, 
Some murd”rous chief, ſome tyrant king, 
Humanity's my theme. 
III. 
Whilſt arts like yours, employ'd by you, 
Make verſe in ſuch a theme your due, 
To whom indulgent heav'n 
Its fav*rite pow'r of doing good, 
By you fo rightly underſtood, 
Judiciouſly has giv'n. 
IV. 
Behold, obedient to your pow'r, 
Conſuming fevers rage no more, 
Nor chilling agues freeze; 


I. 
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The cripple dances void of pain, 
The deaf in raptures hear again, 
r 


Health at your call extends * wing, 
Each healing plant, each friendly ſpring, 
Its various pow'r diſcloſes, 
O'er death's approaches you prevail, 
See Chloe's cheek, of late fo pale, 
Blooms with returning roſes. 
VI. 
Theſe gifts, my friends, which ſhine in you; 
Are rare, yet to ſome choſen few 
Heav'n has the ſame aſſign'd, 
Health waits on Mead's preſcription ſtill, 
And Hawkins“ hand, and Ranby's ſkill, 
Are bleſſings to mankind. 
VII. 
But hearts like yours are rare indeed, 
Which for another's wounds can bleed, 
Another's grief can feel ; 
The lover's fear, the parent's groan, 
Your natures catch, and make your own, 
And ſhare the pains you heal. 
VIII. 
But why to them, Hygeia, why 
Doſt thou thy cordial drop deny, 
Who but for others live; 
Oh, goddeſs, hear my pray'r, and grant 
'That theſe that health may never want, 
Which they to others give. 


C4 
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THE COUNTRY GIRL), 


" BF © ©. So 
"2 country girl that's well inclin'd 
To love, when the young *ſquire grows kind, 
Doubts between joy and ruin; 
Now will, and now will not comply, 
To raptures now her pulſe beats high, 
And now ſhe fears undoing. 


But when the lover with his pray'rs, 

His oaths, his ſighs, his vows and tears 
Helds cut the proffer'd treaſure ; 

She quite forgets her fear and ſhame, 

And quits her virtue and good name, 
For profit mixt with pleaſure. 

So virtuous B———, who had long 

By ſpeech, by pamphlet, and by ſong, 
Held patriotiſm's ſteerage, 

Yields to ambition mixt with gain, 

A treaſury gets for H Ve, 
And for himſelf a peerage. 


Tho? with joint lives and debts before, 
H y's eſtate was cover'd o'er, 
T his Iriih place repairs it; 
Unleſs that ftory ſhould be true, 
That he receives but half his due, 
And the new C ſs ſhares it, 


"Tis ſaid, beſides, that t'other H==—y | 
Pays half the fees of ſecretary 
To BÞ——'s ennobled doxy ; 


If 
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If ſo--good uſe of pow'r ſhe makes, 
The treaſury of each kingdom takes, 
And holds them both by proxy. 


Whilſt her dear L—d obeys his ſummons, 
And leaves the noiſy H—ſe of C-——ns, 
Among the L—ds to nod; 
Where, if he's better than of old, 
His hands perhaps a ſtick may hold, 
But never more a rod. 


Unheard of, let him flamber there, 
As innocent as any p——T, 
As prompt for any job : 
For now he's popular no more, 
Has loſt the pow'r he had before, 
And his beſt friends the Mob. 
Their fav'rites ſhou'd n't ſoar fo high, 
They fail him when too near the ſky, 
Like Icarus's wings; 
And popularity is ſuch, 
As ſtill is ruin'd by the touch 
Of gracious giving kings. 
Here then, O B— h! thy empire ends, 
Ae with his tory friends 
Soon better days reſtore ; 
For Enoch's fate and thine are one, 
Like him tranſlated thou art gone 
KNe'er to be heard of more. 


A New 
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A N E W O D E 


TO A GREAT NUMBER OF GREAT MEN, 
Newly made. 


Jam nova Progenites. 


GEE, a new progeny deſcends 

From heav*n of Britain's trueſt friends, 
Oh ! muſe attend my call ! 
To one of theſe direct thy flight, 
Or, to be ſure that we are right, 

Direct it to them all. 

O Clio! theſe are golden times; 
I ſhall get money for my rhymes ; 

And thou no more fo tatter'd ; 
Make haſte then, lead the way, begin, 
For here are people juſt come in 

Who never yet were flatter'd. 
But firſt to C—-r—t fain you'd ſing; 
Indeed he's neareſt to the K——, 

Yet careleſs how you uſe him : 
Give him, I beg, no labour'd lays; 
He will not promiſe if you praiſe, 

And laugh if you abuſe him. 
Then (but there's a vaſt ſpace betwixt) 
The new-made E. of B—h comes next, 

Stiff in his popular pride : 

His ſtep, his gait, deſcribe the man; 
They paint him better than I can, 
W addling from fide to fide. 
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Each hour a different face he wears, 
Now in a fury, now in tears, 

Now laughing, now in ſorrow z 
Now he'll command, and now obey, 
Bellows for liberty to-day, _ 

And roars for pow'r to-morrow. 
At noon the tories had him tight, 
With ſtauncheſt whigs he ſupp'd at night, 

Each party try'd to ve won him; 
But he himſelf did fo divide, 

Shuffled and cut from fide to fide, 

That now both parties ſhun him. 


See yon old, dull, important lord, 

Who at the long' d- for money-board 
Sits firſt, but does not lead: 

His younger brethren all things make; 

So that the T—-—y's like a ſnake, 
And the tail moves the head. 


Why did ye crofs God's good intent? 

He made you for a pr—fi—dent ; 
Back to that ſtation go: 

No longer act this farce of power, 

We know you miſs'd the thing before, 
And have not got it now. 

See valiant C——m, valorous 8 — r, 

Britain's two thunderbolts of war, 
Now ftrike my raviſh'd eye : 

But oh ! their ſtrength and ſpirits flown, 

They, like their conquering ſwords, are grown 
Ruſty with lying by. 
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Dear Bat, I'm glad you've got a place, 
And fince things thus have chang'd their face 
You'll give oppoſing oer: 
Tis comfortable to be in, 
And think what a damn'd while you ve been, 
Like Peter, at the door. 
Sce who comes next—I kiſs thy hands, 
But not in flattery, S——| S—s; 
For fince you are in power, 
That gives you knowledge, judgment, parts, 
The courtiers wiles, the ſtateſman's arts, 
Of which you'd none before. 
When great impending dangers ſhook 
Its ſtate, old Rome Jifators tock 
Judiciouſly from plough : 
So they, (but a pinch thou knoweſt) 
To make the higheſt of the loweſt, 
The exchequer gave to you. 
When in your hands the ſeals you found, 
Did it not make your brains go round ? 
Did it not turn your head ? 
I fancy (but you hate a joke) 
You felt as Nell did when ſhe woke 
In Lady Loverule's bed. 
See H—e V—e in pomp appear, 
And fince he's made V—e T——r, 
Grown taller by ſome inches : 
See Tw—— follow C—-——t'5 call; 
See Hanoverian Gr, and all 


The black funeral Fs. 


( 29 ) 


And ſee with that important face 

Beranger's clerk to take his place, 
Into the T—y come: 

With pride and meanneſs act thy part, 

Thou look'ſt the very thing thou art, 
Tnou Bourgeois Gentilhomme. 

Oh ! my poor country ! is this all 

You 've gain'd by the long-labour'd fall 
Of ale and his tools? 

He was a knave indeed what then ? 


He d parts — but this new ſet of men 
A'n't only knaves, but fools 


More changes, better times this iſle 

Demands; oh! Cheſterfield, Argyle, 
To bleeding Britain bring 'em : 

Unite all hearts, appeaſe each ſtorm, 


*Tis yours ſuch actions to perſorm, 
My pride ſhall be to ſing em. 


AN 
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AN O D E. 


inſcribed to the Right Honourable 
E mnt B. 


* 
Parcius junct᷑at quatiunt feneſras 
Ifibrus crebris ju uenes proter ui: 
Nec tibi ſomnos adimunt : amatque 
Janna limen. 
Sc. Cc. Sc. Hon. Lib. 2. Od. v. 


REAT — of B—, your reign is o'er; 
The tories truſt your word no more, 
The whigs no longer fear ye ; 

Your gates are feldom now unbarr'd, 

No crouds of coaches fill your yard, 

And ſcarce a ſoul comes near ye. 


Few now aſpire at your good graces, 
Scarce any ſue to you for places, 
Or come with their petition, 
To tell how well they have deſerv'd, 
How long, how fteadily they ftarv'd 
For you in oppoſition. 
Expect to ſee that tribe no moxe, 
Since all mankind perceive that pow'r 
Is lodg'd in other hands: 
Sooner to C—t—t now they'll go, 
Or ev'n (tho? that's exceſſive low ) 
To Won and 8—. 


With 
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With your obedient wife retire, 
And fitting filent by the fire, 
A ſullen t&te-a-tfte, 
Think over all you ve done or ſaid, 
And curſe the hour that you were made 
Unprofitably great. 


With vapours there, and ſpleen o'ercaft, 
Reflect on all your actions paſt, 

With forrow and contrition ; 
And there enjoy the thoughts that riſe 
From diſappointed avarice, 

From fruſtrated ambition. 


There ſoon yow'll loudly, but in vain, 

Of our deſerting friends complain, 
That viſit you no more ; 

But in this country tis a truth, 

As known as that love follows youth, 
That friendſhip follows pow'r. 


Such is the calm of your retreat ! 
You thro' the dregs of life muſt ſweat 
Beneath this heavy load ; 
And I'll ateend you as I've done, 
Only to help reflection on, 
With now and then an ode. 


THE 
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THE STATESMAN, 


Quem virum, aut heroa, lyra, vel acri 
Tibia ſumes celebrare, Clio ? 


Quem deum ? &c. Hon. Lib. r. Ode xit. . 


Wer ſtateſman, what hero, what king, 
Whoſe name through the iſland is ſpread, 
Will you chuſe, O my Clio, to fing, 

Of all the great living or dead ? 


Go, my muſe, from this place to Japan 
In ſearch of a topic for rhyme : 
The great E— of B—h is the man, 
Who deſerves to employ your whole time. 


But, howe'er as the ſubject is nice, 
And perhaps you 're unfurniſh'd with matter; 
May it pleaſe you to take my advice, 
That you may*nt be ſuſpeCted to flatter. 
When you touch on his |l——p's high birth, 
Speak Latin as if you were tipſy: 
Say, we are all the ſons of the earth, 
Et genus non fecimus ipſi. 
Proclaim him as rich as a Jew; 
Vet attempt not to reckon his bounties. 
You may fay, he is married; that's true: 
Yet fpeak not a word of his c-—ſs. 
Leave a blank here and there in each page, 
To enroll the fair deeds of his youth ? 
When you mention the acts of his age, 
Leave a blank for his honour and truth ! 


H 
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Say, 
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Say, he made a great m——h change hands : 
He ſpake—and the miniſter fell. 

Say, he made a great ſtateſman of S—ds ; 
(Oh ! that he had taught him to ſpell!) 


Then enlarge on his cunning and wit : 

Say, how he harangu'd at the Fountain; 
day, how the old patriots were bit, 

And a mouſe was produc'd by a mountain. 


Then ſay how he mak'd the new year, 
By encrcafing our taxes, and ſtocks : 


Then fav, how he chang'd ro a p——r, 
Fit companion for E-—be and F—x. 


— 


— 


A N E W O D E. 


Quis multa gracilis te puer in rea 

Perſuſus Lquidis urget odoril uns 

Grato, Pykrra, ſub anirs ? 6 
| Hon. Od. g. Lib. 1. 


9 (good L— B—) prim pati ĩot now, 
With couitly graces wooes thec? 
And from St. Stephen's il to 


The H—— of L—ds purſues thee ? 


How gay and debonnaire you're grown! 
How pleas'd with what is paſt ! 

Your title has your judgment ſhewn, 
And choice of friends your taſte. 


D Miri. 
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Wich ſparkling wits to entertain 
Yourſelf and your good c——ſfs, 

You ve hit on ſweet-lip'd H——y V——, 
And high-bred H—y F ſe. 


But to direct th' affairs of ſtate, 
What geniuſes you 've taken ! 

Their talents, like their virtues, great, 
Or all the world 's miſtaken. 


The taſk was ſomething hard, tis true, 
Which you had on your hands; 

So, to pleaſe P—— and people too, 
You wiſely pitch'd on S——ds. 


O Britain ! never any thing 
Could fo exactly hit you: 

His mien and manners charm'd the K—, 
His parts amaz'd the City. 


But to make all things of a piece, 
And end as you ve begun; 

To find a genius ſuch as his, 
What was there to be done ? 


O where—where were chey to be found ? 

Such ftars but rare appear ! 

Dart not their rays on every ground, 
Gild ev'ry hemiſphere. 

But you with aſtronomic eyes, 
Not Tycho Brabe's more true, 

From far ſpy'd ſome bright orbs ariſe, 
And brought them to our view. 
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Sir J—n's clear head and ſenſe profound, 
Blaz'd out in P—————=, 

G————n, for eloquence renown'd, 
To grace the c—— you ſent. 


To theſe congenial ſouls you join'd 
Some more, as choice and proper, 

Bright B—tle ! darling of mankind ? 
Good L——k and ſage Hr. 


Such virtue and ſuch wiſdom ſhone, 
In ev'ry choſen ſpirit ! 

All men at leaſt this truth muſt own, 
Your nice regard to merit ! 


What pray'rs and praiſe to you belong, 
For this bleſt re formation 

Thou joy of ev'ry heart and tongue 
Thou faviour of the nation ! 


OW. -e, We, bluſn for ſhame, 
Wich all your tools around you! 

Does not each glorious patriot - name 
Quite dazzle and confound you? 


Had you ſought out this patriot race, 
Triumphant ſtill you 'd been; 

By only putting them in place, 
You had yourſelf kept in. 


(- 36 ) 
AN o D E 


From the E of B— to AMBITION. 


Peccat ad extremum ridendus. 


A vs Ambition, let me reſt ; 
All party rage forſake my breaſt, 
And oppoſition ceaſe. 
Arm me no more for future ſtrife, 
Pity my poor remains of life, 
And give my age its peace. 


I'm not the man you knew before, 
For I am P——y now no more, 
My titles hide my name. 
(Oh how I bluſh to own my cafe !) 
My dignity was my difgrace, 
And I was rais'd to ſhame, 


To thee I facrific'd my youth, 

Gave up my honour, friendſhip, truth, 
My k—— and c—nt—y's weal. 

For thee I finn'd againſt my reafon, 

The daily lie, the weekly treaſon, 
Proclaim'd my blinded zeal. 


For thee I ruin'd O———g's pow'r ; 
Oh! had I well employ'd that hour, 
My reign had known no end : 
But then (oh fool) like Brutus, I 
Left able, pow'rful Antony, 
T' avenge his fallen friend. 
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He drives me to this abject ſtare, 
And ftill he urges on my fate, 
And heaps my meaſure full: 
All O———&'s wrongs are now repaid, 
I'm fall'n into the pit I made, 
And roar in my own bull. 


Leave me, and to great Varus go, 

On him teſiſtleſs ſmiles beſtow, 
Inflame his kindled heat : 

Diſplay thy pow'r, thy temptings ſhew, 

Thy glorious height, the ſunny brow, 
With all that charm and cheat. 


Varus, on whom, while yet a child, 
You, goddeſs, favorably ſmil'd, 
And form'd him for your tool; 
Bid him the path of greatneſs try, 
Teach him to conquer or to dic, 
To ruin, or to rule. 


Here all my views of greatneſs ceaſe, 
I only aſk content and peace, 
Which J will never baiter 
For all the gifts that you can ſhow'r ; 
The p:ide of wealth, the pomp of pow'r, 
Employments and a Garter. 


But :t that word what thoughts return 
Again J feel ambition burn, 
My dreams my hopes obey ; 
There all my wiſhes crown'd I feel, 
Enjoy the ribband, treas'ry, ſeal, 
Which vaniſh with the day. 
le D 3 Gires 
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Grizs EAxTE, and Gzon Gt B Us Dobpix rox, 
Efqrs. 
A DIAL OG U E. 


*. M* dear Pall- mall, I hear you re got in favour, 

And pleaſe the duke by your late damn'd be- 

haviour ; 

I live with Walpole, you live at his grace's, 

And thus, thank heav'n, we have exchang'd our pla- 
ces. 


D. Yes, on the great Argyle I often wait, 
At charming Sudbrook, or in Bruton-ftreet ; 
In wit or politics, he's good at either ; 
We paſs our independent hours together. 
E. By G—d that's heavenly : fo in town you talk, 


And round the groves at charming Sudbrook walk, 
And hear the cuckow and the linnet fing ; 


L—d G—1, that's vaſtly pleaſant in the ſpring, 

D. Dear witty Marlbro'- ſtreet for once be wiſe, 
Nor happineſs, you never knew, deſpiſe : 

You ne er enjoy'd the triumph of diſgrace, 
Nor felt the dignity of loſs of place. 

E. Not loſt my place! yes, but I did, by G—d, 
Tho” your deſcription of it 's very odd; 

I felt no triumph, felt no dignity : 
I cry'd, and ſo did all my family. 

D. What, ſhed a tear becauſe you loſt your place | 
Sure thou 'rt the loweſt of the loweſt race. 
Gods ! is there not in politics a time, 

When keeping places is the greateſt crime ? 
| E. Yes, 
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E. Yes ſure, that doctrine I have learnt long fince ; 


I once refign*d my place about the Prince: 
But then I did it for a better thing, 


And got by that the green cloth to the king. 


D. Thou haſt no taſte to popular applauſe ; 
Who follow thoſe that join in virtue's cauſe : 
Argyle and I am prais'd by every tongue, 
The burden of each free-born Britiſh ſong. 

E. You, and the duke, d' ye think you're popular? 
By G- d they lye that tell you that you are. 
Great Walpole now has got the nation's voice, 
The people's idol, and their monarch's choice. 


D. When the exciſe ſcheme ſhall no more be blam'd ; 
When the convention ſhall no more be nam'd; 
Then ſhall your miniſter, and not till then, 

Be popular, with unbrib'd Engliſhmen. 

E. The exciſe, and the convention! d—n your b——d, 
You voted for them both, and thought them good ; 
Or did not like the triumph of diſgrace, 

And gave up your opinion, not your place. 
D. To freedom and Argyle I turn my eyes; 
For them I feel, by them I hope to riſe; 
And after years in ignominy ſpent, 
I own my crime, and bluſh, and dare repent. 
E. Sir, of repentance there's one charming kind, 
Aud that's the voluntary only, and reſign'd: 
Your's is a damn'd, reluctant, forc'd repentance, 
A Newgate malefactor's after ſentence ; 
D 4 Who 
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Who fighs, becauſe he 's loſt the power to fin, 
As you repent, that you 're no longer in. 


But fince we re rhiming, for onct pray hear me, 


While I, like other poets prophecy. 
Whenever Walpole dies, and not before, 
Then may Argyle again come into pow'r ; 
And when he has been paid his long arrear, 
And got once more gcocl. a year, 

When ev'ry Campbell that attends his grace, 
Shall be return'd to parliament and place; 
When ev'ry Scotchman in his train is ſerv'd, 
An Engliſhman may chance to be preferr'd. 
This is a truth, I know it to my coft : 

He bett can tell it who has felt it moſt, 


E H es: 


A NEW BALL AD. 


To the Tune Sally in our Alley, 


O all the jobs that e' er had paſt 
Our houſe fince times of jobbing; 


Sure none was ever like the laſt, 


Ev'n in the davs of Robin: 


For he himſelf had bluſh'd for ſhame 


At this polluted cluſter, 


Of fifteen nobles of great fame, 


All brib'd by one falſe muſter. 
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Two D—kes on horſeback firſt appear, 
Both tall and of great proweſs ; 
Two little B—-r=rs in the rear 
(For they 're, you know, the loweſt :) 
But high and low they'll all agree 
To do whatever man Gar'd : 
Thoſe ne'er ſo tall, and thoſe that fall 
A foot below the ſtandard. 


Three regiments one d—ke contents, 
With two more places you know: 
Since his B—th En-ghts, his grace delights 
In tri-a jun in Uno. 
Now B—lt—n comes with beat of drums, 
Tho' fighting be his loathing ; 
He much diſlikes both guns and pikes, 
But reliſhes the cloathing. 


Next doth advance, defying France, 
A peer in wond”rous buſtle ; 

With ſword in hand, he ftout duth ſtand, 
And brags his name is R- ſſ-I: 

He Il beat the French frum ev*ry trench, 
And blow them off the water: 

By ſea and land he doth command, 
And looks an errant otter, 


But of this clan, there's not a man 
For bravery that can be, 

(Tho! A——r ſhould make a ſtir,) 

Compar'd with M—s Gr—by : 
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His ſword and dreſs both well expreſs 
His eourage moſt exceeding ; 
And by his hair, vou 'd almoſt ſwear 
He's valiant Charles of Sweden. 


The next are H———t, Ha———x, 
And F-——þh choice commanders ! 
For theſe the nation we muſt tax, 
But ne'er ſend them to Flanders. 
Two corps of men do ftill remain, 


Earl Ch———ly's and Earl B——ley's ; 


The laft, I hold, not quite ſo bold 
| As formerly was Herc'les. 


And now, dear G—r, thou man of pow'r, 
And comprehenſive noddle : 

Tho? you *ve the gout, yet as you re ſtout, 
Why wasn't you plac'd in ſaddle ; 

Then you might ride to either fide 
Chuſe which k—yg you'd ſerve under: 


But, dear dragoon, change not too ſoon, 
For fear of th' other blunder, 


This faithful band ſhall ever ſtand, 
Defend our faith's defender ; 
Shall keep us free from popery, 
The French and the pretender. 
Now God bleſs all our m-n—try, 
May they the crown environ, 
To hold in chain whate'er p—e reign, 
And rule with links of iron. 
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AN ODE 
Imitated from Ode XI, Book II, of Horace. 
From P—rL F—y to N—s F— r, Eſq; 


Studiis florentem ignobilis oti 
EVER, dear Faz, torment thy brain 
With idle fears of France or Spain, 

Or any thing that 's foreign : 

What can Bavaria do to us; 

What Pruffia *'s monarch, or the Ruſs ? 
Or, ev'n prince Charles of Lorrain ? 

Let us be chearful whilſt we can, 

And lengthen out the ſhorr-liv'd ſpan, 
Enjoying ev'ry hour, 

The moon itſelf we ſee decay; 

Beauty's the worſe for ev'ry day, 
Ard ſo 's the ſweeteit flow'r, 


How oft, dear Faz, have we been told, 
That Paul and Faz are both grown old, 
By young and wanton lafles ! 
Then fince our times are now ſo ſhort, 

Let us enjoy the only ſport 
Of toſſing off our glaſſes. 
From White's we'll move th' expenſive ſcene, 
And ſteal away to Richmond Green : 
There free from noiſe and riot, 
Polly each morn ſhall fill our tea, 
Spread bread and butter, and then we 
Each night get drunk in quiet. 


Unleſs 
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Unleſs perchance, earl r comes, 
As noiſy as a dozen drums, 
And makes a horrid pother : 
Elſe might we quiet fit and quaff, 
And gently chat, and gayly laugh 
At this, and that, and t' other: 


Br-—»wv ſhall ſettle what's to pay, 
Ad juſt accounts by aigebra : 

] always order dinner: 
Pr „, tho" ſolemn, yet is ſly, 
And leers at Poll with roguiſh eye, 

To make the girl a ſinner. 


Powell, (d'ye hear,) let 's have the ham, 


Some chickens and a chine of lamb; 
Ard what elſe—let 's ſee—look ye, 
Br-—w muſt have his damn'd bouilli; 
Bh fattens on his fricaſflee ; 
I 'il have a water-ſuchy. 


When dinner comes, we *ll drink about, 
(No matter who is in or out) 

Till wine or fleep o'ertake us 
Each man may nod, or nap, or wink; 
And when it is our turn to drink, 

Our neighbour then ſhall wake us. 


Then let us live in ſoft retreat, 

Nor envy nor deſpiſe the great 
Submit to pay our taxes; 

With peace or war we *il be content, 

Till eas'd by a good! parliament, 
Tul Sw———pe's hand rclaxes. 
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Never enquire about the Rhine, 
But fill your glaſſes and drink your wine, 

Hope things may mend in Flanders. 
The Dutch we know are good allies ; 

So are they all with ſubſidies ; 

And we have choice commangers. 
Then here 's the king ; God bleſs his grace ! 
Tho' neither you nor I have place, 

He has many a ſage adviſer ; 

And yet no treaſon ſure 's in this, 
Let who will take the pray*r amiſs, 
God ſend them all much wiſer ! # 


ORPHEUS AND HECATE, 
A N e 


Inſcribed to the Patroneſs of the Italian Opera. 
To Lady Po — 


Tantum Odiis, Ireque debat—— 
ia Sorores 
Nocte vocat geni tas Mr. Lid. 4. 


WY HEN Orpheus, as old poers tell, 
Carry'd his mufic down to hell, 
He fill'd the ſhades with joys; 
Alecto, and Tiſiphone, 

Megæra, with Brown Hecate, 
Tranſported heard his voice. 


* This has been attributed to the Earl of Bath, but in the 
T_T to Sir Charles, it is inferred 
#2 ; 
And 
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And whilſt he led the ſong divine, 
The ſpectres all in chorus join; 
Such was grim Pluto's will ! 
Tantalus quaft'd a flowing bowl, 
Siſyphus ceas'd his ſtone to roll, 
Ix:on 's wheel ſtood ſtill. 
His perſon, melody, and lyre 
Set the infernal queen on fire, 
Who courted him to ſtay : 
But Pluto, to prevent all ſtrife, 
Order'd the Poet, with his wife, 
Back to the realms of day. 


Joyful they ſpeed for upper air ; 
When, to divide the happy pair, 
Hecatꝰ contriv'd a ſpell : 
Now, now, ſhe cry'd, — Gen, 
His harmony is all my own ! 
And I'll make a heav'n in hell! 


For me, and my Tartarean crew, 
Endleſs the wanton ſong renew! | 
O ever touch the lyre ! 
But ſtill the bard, in heav'nly lays, 
Would fing his king's and maker's praiſe, 
And kindle martial fire. 
Enrag'd the + triple-headed dame 
Howe'd ; in a trice the furies came, 
Threat'ning a dreadful fate : 


+ Tuque zriceps HAHA E. Met. Lib. 7. 
The ancients repreſented Hecate with three heads, that of a 
horſe, a bitch, and a ſavage ; the ſecond is ſuppoſed to be the 
Kead uſed on this occaſion, 


* 


Till 
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"Till Phcebus, with the tuneful nine, 
And lovely graces all combine 
To ſhield him from their hate. 


Thus fav'd from death, he ſhares the love 
Of men below, and bleft above, 

The virtuous, brave, and wiſe : 
While every chaſte, and pious mind, 
To vice averſe, to good inclin'd ; 
Muſt Hecat's name deſpiſe. 


A DS} G HO 8 T, 
To Orator H P——rT., 


A 
Conning harangues for ſome important day; 
Labouring to make the turns harmonious fall, 
And to the taſte attune em of Whitehall: 

A ſudden noiſe, career of fancy ſtops, 

And a pale phiz within the curtains pops. 

The phiz his opening eye no ſooner meets, 

Than quick he dives between the unſavoury ſheets : 
Not proof againſt the viſage of her grace, 

Down finks ;—till now, that unembaraſs'd face. 


The ſpectre thus: No ſooner laid my head, 
« But all thy patriot ſentiments are fled : 
« And I in my atoning project chous'd, 
The lateſt and the beſt I ver eſpous d. 
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«© To my truſtees (fince fate forbids to me,) 
« Return, baſe v-l—n ! my retaining fee; 
&« Bequeath'd to fave that country thou would'ſt fell. | 
4% Refund—not ſuch a Judas roars in hell. { 


© That ſoften'd thief, by ſenſe of guilt diſmay'd, ; 
% Threw back the price of him he had betray'd ; 5 
« But wretch! my purſe in thy polluted paws 

« Meant to ſupport, thou turn'ſ to cruſh the cauſe ; 


&© Tho? loſt on thee, yet hear theſe rules I teach : 

&« Uſage like this wouꝰd make the devil preach. 

% No weight to words can eloquence impart, 

« Tho? uc'er fo clear the bead, if fout the heart; 

« Men's words, the world will by their actions ſcan : 

« The orator muſt be the honeſt man. 

« No proſtitute the generous boſom arms, 

« The whore peeps thro* the bloom, and blaſts her 
„ charms. 
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« Once with applauſe was heard thy flowing tongue, 
« And on its motions ſweet perſuaſion hung: 
% But now thoſe lips (and thanks to Sarah's money) 
« That in thy country b ſtruggles dropp'd down honey, 
« Shall pleaſe no more! take my prophetic ad 
« Nor all their flouriſhes be worth a t—d. 
1 But ſce! the morning ſtreaks the eaſtern ſky t ? 1 
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% Now crows the ſcaring cock: from hence I hye, 
« And leave thee to the laſh of loſt integrity, 
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THE UNEMBARRASSED COUNTENANCE : 
A NEW BALLAD. 


To the Tune of — A Cobler there was, Cc. Cc. &c. 


Sume ſuperbiam 

Queſitam meritis. Hon 
Behold young Balaam, now a man of fpirit, 
Aſcribes his getting to his parts and merit, Por” 


T- a certain old chapel well known in the town, 
The inſide quite rotten, the outſide near down, 
A fellow got in who could talk and could prate, 
III tell you his ſtory, and fing you his fate. 
Derry Dowon, &c. 
At firſt he ſcem'd modeſt and wonderous wiſe, 
He flatter'd all others in order to riſe : 
Till out of compaſſion he got'a ſmall place, 
Then full on his maſter he turned his a—ſe. 
| Derry Down, &c. 
He bellow'd and roar'd at the troops of Hanover, 
And ſwore they were raſcals whoever went over : 
That no man was honeſt who gave them a vote, 
And all that were for 'em ſhou'd hang by the throat. 
Derry Down, &c. 
He always affected to make the houſe ring 
Gainſt Hanover troops and a Hanover k—g : 
He applauded the way to keep Engliſhmen free, 
By digging Hanover quite into the ſea. 
Derry Down, &c. 
E By 
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Theſe never ran 

From Preſtor's-Pan, 

Nor did they yield 

Baſe Falkirk's field; 

Far, far from both, 

To fight full loth, 

They will not go 

To lye in ſnow, 

Till William's blade 

Hath got thy tongue for aid. 


Hibernia, ſmile ! 
Thrice happy iſle ! 
On thy bleſt ground, 
Twelve thouſand pound 
For Stan—pe's found ; 
Three thouſand clear, 
For P-tt, a year, 
So ſhalt thou thrive, 
Induftrious hive ; 
While theſe and more 
Increaſe thy ftore. 
Thrice happy land ! 
Reſerv'd to pay Britannia's patriot band. 
Sunk in the Weſt, 
As in the Eaſt; 
For all allow 
Thou art ſunk now; 
Yet ſoon, when near 
The royal car, 
Thou with ſuch things 
Shall ſooth our k—gz, 


Ay 
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As gain'd huzzas 

Of loud applauſe, 

From Syd —am glad, 

And C——w mad; 

Then ſhall of war 

The Dutch declare. 

Then we the Ruſs 

Shall meet and buſs. 

Then, then ſhall France 

Fall in a trance. 

Then, then ſhall Spain 

Yield to thy ſtrain, 

None from that hour, 

Shall envy power, | 
In high degree 

Of Majeſty, : 
When P-tt a miniſter ſhall be. 


A N O D E, 


To the Hon. H—r F—x, on the Marriage of 
the D of M—z to H—s—r, Eſq. 


LIO, behold this charming day, 
The zephyrs blow, the ſun looks gay, 
The ſky one perfect blue; 


Can you refuſe at ſuch a time, 
When F—x and I both beg for rhyme, 


To fing us ſomething new ? 
E 4 The 


Surpriz'd they re flung 
Of mud or dung, 


From whence the meteor ſprung. 


So far'd the crew 
Who follow'd you. 


Or as a maid, 
On back firſt laid, 
By dire miſhap 
She gains a cp : 
Such was your caſe ; 
Scarce warm in' place, 
Defil'd all o'er 
An errant whore, 
| You chang'd your ſtile, 
Thou turn coat vile. 
What, ſtill refrain 
From long-ſought gain ? 
Still to entice 
A higher price? 


No, 
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. 


do, 
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No, no, my P-tt! 
Once near being bit, 
Did not the band 
Their k—g withſtand ; 
And bring him low, 
As king cou'd go? 
Tho? France did threat 
The royal ſeat : 
Tho” rebels dire 
Spread ſword and fire; 
Careleſs of all 
That could befall 
The crown or realm, 
They quit the helm: 
Cabal, combine, 
Revile, reſign; 
One, one and all, 
From London Wall, : 
To m cock-crower of Whitehall. 
Then go, my boy 
No more be coy, 
Go force your way 
To rt for play 
Nor fear for ſhame 
Should now reclaim ; : 
Courtier or patriot, thou art ſti]! the ſame. 
Our col'nels all | 
For the loud call, 
By al! I mean 
The great fourteen ; 
Like thee large-ſoul'd, 
Drſpifing gold, 
E 1 Tl.e fe 
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By flaming fo loudly he got him a name, 

Tho many believ'd it wou'd coſt him a ſhame : 

But nature had given him, ne*er to be harraſs d, 

An unſeeling beart, and a front unembarraſ#d. 
Derry antun, &c. 


When from an old woman, by ſtanding his ground, 
He had got the poſſeſſion of ten thouſand pound, 

He ſaid he car'd not what others might call him, 

He wou'd ſhew himſelf now the true fon of Sir Balaam. 


Derry Down, &c. 


Poor Harry, whom erſt he had dirtily ſpatter'd, 

He now crouch'd and criny'd to, commendedand flatter'd; 

Since honeſt men here were aſham'd of his face, 

That in Ireland at leaſt he might get him a place. 
Derry Down, &c. 


But Harry reſentful firſt hid him be huſh, 

Then proclaim'd it aloud that he never cou'd bluſh ; 
Recant his inveCtives, and then in a trice 

He wou'd ſhew the beſt title to an Iriſh Vice. 


Derry down, &c. 
Young Balaam ne'er boggl'd, but turn'd his coat, 
Determin'd to ſhare in whate'er cou'd be got; 
Said, 1 ſcorn all thoſe who cry impudent fellow, 
As my front is of braſs, I'll be painted in yellow. 

Derry down, &c. 

Since yellow 's the colour that beſt ſuits his face, 
And Balaam aſpires at an eminent place, 
May he ſoon at Cheapſide ftand fix'd by the legs, 
His front well adorn'd, all daub'd o'er with eggs. 
Derry down, &c. 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt Balaam was poor, he was full of renown ; 

But now that he 's rich, he 's the jeſt of the town : 

Then let all men learn by his foul diſgrace, 

That honeſty 's better by far than a place. 
Derry down, &c. 


= = DB *% 6 4&4 © 3 3 Is 
IN IMITATION OF LONG VERSES: 
IN AN EPISTLE TO IM P-oTT, ESQ, 
Nanghty, paughty, Jack-a-dandy. Namby Pamby. 
Sic paris componere magna ſolebam. V1RG. 
INCE one hath writ, 


To thee, O P-tt! 
Whom none can know, 


If friend or foe ; 

Deign to ſmile on 

Lank Ly—tl—on : 

For tho” his lays ? 
May ſquint two ways, « 


They're meant for praiſe 
Sir Bob to hang, 
Thou didſt harangue, 
While he in joke, 
The cornet broke. 
But Hal now flatrer'd, 
Then whipp'd, then ſpattcr'd, 
With fear full fraught, 
Thy favour bought: 
The patriot ends, 


And ye are friends, | 
* Like 
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The goddeſs ſmil'd, and thus begun: 

I 've got a pleafing theme, my ſon, 
I II fing the conquer'd D——s ; 

T 'I1 fing of that diſdainful fair, | 

Who 'ſcap'd from Scotch and Engliſh ſnare, 
Is faft in Iriſh clutches, 

Sunk is her pow'r, her ſway is o'er, 

She ll be no more ador'd, no more 
Shine forth the public care : 

Oh! what a falling off is here, 

From her whoſe frowns made wiſdom fear, 
Whoſe ſcorn begot deſpair ! 


Wide was th' extent of her commands, 
O'er fertile fields, o'er barren lands 
She ſtretch'd her haughty reign : 
The coxcomb, fool, and man of ſenſe, 
Youth, manhood, age, and impotence 
With pride receiv'd her chain, 
Here L—c—t—r offer'd brutal love, 
Here gentle C—b—r=y gently ſtrove | 
With fighs to fan defire ; 
Here Ch ſnor'd his hours away, 
Here drowſy S—n—pe every day 
Sat out her Gr—'s fire. 


Here conftant B—t—Nn too we ſaw, 
Kneeling with reverential awe, 
T* adore his high-flown choice; 
| Where you, my Fox, have figh'd whole days, 
Forgetting king's and people's praiſe, 
Deaf to ambition's voice. 
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Vhat cloathy you made! how fine you dreſt! 
What Dreſden china for her feat ! 
But I Il no longer teaze you; 
Yet tis a truth you can't deny, 
Tho' Lady C—r—I—e is nigh, 
And does not look quite eaſy. 


But careful heaven defign'd her Grace 
For one of the Mileſian race, 
On ftronger parts depending ; 
Nature indeed denies them ſenſe, 
But gives them legs and impudence, 
That beats all underſtanding. 


Which to accompliſh, H—ſſ—y cane, 
Op'ning before the noble dame 
His honourable trenches ; 
Nor of rebukes or frowns afraid, 
He puſh'd his way (he knew his trade) 
And won the place by inches. 


Look down, St. Patrick, with ſucceſs, 

Like H—f—y's all the Iriſh bleſs, 
May they all do as he does; 

And ſtill preſerve their breed the ſame, 

Caſt in his mould, made in his frame, 
To comfort Engliſh widows. 


AN 
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Ah! fince my fear has forc'd me hither, 


I feel no more that ſweet blue weather, 
The muſes moſt delight in : 


Dark, and more dark, each cloud impends, 


And ev'ry meſſage from my friends, 
Conveys ſad hints of fighting. 

To harmleſs themes I Il tune my reed; 

Liften, ye lambkins, whilſt ye feed, 


Ye ſhepherds, nymphs and fountains : 


Ye bees, with ſoporiferous hums, 
Ye pendent goats, if Huſſey comes, 
Convey me to your mountains. 
There may I fing ſecure, nor fear 
Shall pull the ſongſter by the ear, 
T' adviſe me whilſt I'm writing: 
Or, if my ſatire will burſt forth, 
I'll lampoon parſons in my wrath, 
| Their cloth forbids them fighting. 
Whene'er I think, can Williams brook 
To ſkulk beneath this lonely nook, 
And tamely bear what few will ? 
H—r— like Priam's ſon appears, 
Cries, as he ſhakes his bloody ears, 
Beware of Iriſh Duel. 
I flutter like Macbeth ; ariſe 
Strange ſcenes, and ſwim before my eyes, 
Swords, piſtols, bloody—ſhocking ! 
Whole crowds of Iriſh croſs my view, 
I feel th* involuntary dew 
Run trickling down my ſtocking. 


Sure 
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Sure fign how all's within, I trow ; 
C——1 once forc'd ſuch ftreams to flow, 
So dreadful he to meet is 3 
Should gentle Cornbury, Leiceſter, Bath, 
Or drowſy Stanhope wake in wrath, 
T would cauſe a diabetes. 
Oh, Patrick, courage-giving faint, 
Reverſe my prayer thou late didſt grant, 
Or I'm for ever undone! 

Ruſt all their piſtols, break their ſwords, 
And if they ll fight it out in words, 
I'll come again to London. 
— — 

Horace, Lib. 2, Ode xxx, paraphraſed by Sir C. H. W. 
General Cnuschirr's Abpzss to, VENUS. 

O Venus, joy of men, and gods, 
Forſake awhile thy bleſt abodes, 
And deign to viſit my land: 

On thy fond vot' ry kindly ſmile, 
Quit Paphos, and the Cyprian iſle, 
To reign in my dear iſland. 

Thee, goddeſs, thee, my pray'rs invoke : 

To thee alone my altars ſmoke; 

O treat me not with rigor : 

Thy wanton ſen bring with thee too, 

My dying embers he Il renew, 

And give me back my vigor. 

Bring too the graces to my arms, 


Girls that are prodigal of charms, 
Of every favor laviſh: 


Melting 
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Scheme upon ſcheme muſt fiill ſucceed, | 
They every coxcomb's.tale muſt heed, | 
Until their brains muzzy ; 
And then by one falſe ſtep tis ſeen, 
How flight the diff rence is between 
The Dutcheſs and the Huſſy. 
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898 ſtop, my ſteed ! hail, Cambria hail, 
With craggy clifts and darkſome vale, 
May no rude ſteps defile 'em ! 
Your poet with a vengeance ſent 
From London poſt, is hither bent, 
To find a ſafe aſylum, 
Bar, bar the doors, exclude een fear 
Who preſt upon my horſe's rear, 
And made the fleet ſtill fleeter ; 
There ſhall my hurry'd foul repoſe, 
And, undiſturb'd by Iriſh proſe, 
Renew my lyric metre. 
Thus Flaccus at Philippi field, 
Behind him left his little ſhield, 
And ſkulk'd in Sabine cavern : 
Had I not wrote that curſed ode, 
My coward heart I ne er had ſhew'd, 
The jeſt of ev'ry tavern. 
Ye guardians of Mercurial men, 
I hoaſt from you my ſprightly pen, 
I rhyme by your direction: 
oy 
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Why did you partial gifts impart ? 
You gave a head, but gave no heart, 
No heart, for head's protection. 
Hence tis my wit outruns my ſtrength, 
And ſcans each inch of Huſley's length, 
Hence angry boys my rhyme provoke, 
I ne'er (too ſerious proves the joke) 
Can think on 't without ſweating, 
What the * Lieutenant once deny'd 
My inauſpicious wit ſapply'd, 
And forc'd me into action; 
To me as to this ſcribe indite, 
Hibernia's ſons—T cannot write 
To give them ſatisfaction. 
Fool, could I fing for other's ſport, 
The taking of the Dutcheſs fort, 
And which the way to win her : 
I, undiſturb'd, my town enjoy'd, 
Then (Nero like) with fire deftroy'd, 
In ſpringing mines within her. 


Oh! had I ſung ſweet roundelay, 
Great George's birth, or new-year's day, 
As innocent as Colley, 
Your other Pope (oh! hear, ye nine) 
He *d gladly all his odes reſign, 
And ſcreen himſelf in folly. 


* Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 
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A N O D E, 
Addreſſed to the Author of the Conquer d Ducheſs. 
In Anſwer to that celebrated Performance. 


HAT clamour's here about a dame 
Who for her pleaſure barters fame 
As if *twere ſtrange or new, 
That ladies ſhould themſelves diſgrace, 
Or one of the Mileſian race 
A widow ſhou'd purſue. 
She 's better ſure than Scudamore, 
Who, while a Ducheſs, play'd the whore, 
As all the world has heard : 
Wiſer than Lady Harrier too, 
Whoſe fooliſh match made fuch ado, 
And ruin'd her and Beard. 
Yet ſhe is gay as Lady Vane, 
Who, ſhould ſhe lift her am'rous train, 
Might fairly man a fleet ; 
Sprightly as Orford's counteſs, ſhe, 
And as the wanton Townſhend free, 
And more than both, diſcreet. 


For ſhe had patience firſt to wed 

Before ſhe took the man to bed; 
And can you ſay that 's bad? 

Like Diomede's, your arrows rove ; 

Like him you wound the Queen of Love, 
And may like him run mad, 
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There was, Sir Knight, there was a time, 
If you invok'd your muſe for rhyme, 

That all the world Rood gazing 3 
You ſang us then of folks that fold 
Themſelves and country too for gold, 

Or ſomething as amazing: | 
How S—ds, in ſenſe and perſon queer, 
Jump'd from a patriot to a peer, 

No mortal yet knows why ; 
How Pulteney truck d the faireſt fame 
For a Right Honourable name 

To call his vixen by. | 
How Compton roſe, when Walpole fell, 
*Twas you, and only you could tell, 

And all the ſcene difclos'd: 
How Vane and Ruſhout, Bathurſt, Gower, 
Were curs'd and ſtigmatiz d by power, 

And rais'd to be expos'd. 
To heights like theſe your muſe ſhould fly, 
To others leave the middle ſky, 
Whoſe wings are weak and flaggy : 
Leave theſe to ſome young Foppington, 
Who takes your leavings, Woffington, 

And tunes his odes to Peggy, 
For you, who know the ſex ſo well, 
Muſt own that women moſt excel 

When ruling, or when rul'd. 
While young they others lead aſtray ; 
When old, they ev'ry call obey, 

Still fooling, or befool'd. 


e 

Melting and yielding let them be; 
Conſider I am ſixty- three, 

And that 's too old to raviſh. 
Let florid youth attend thy train; 
Much wanted by thy crazy ſwain ; 

And gentle Venus prithee, 
To crown my gifts, and eaſe my pain, 
Since Ward has labour'd long in vain, 

Let Mercury come with thee. 


T A R-W AT E 
A BALLAD: 


Inſcribed to the Rt. Hon. P#riLieP Earl of Cheſterfield. 


8 good Maſter Prior, 
The Tac-water ſquire, 
Without being counted to blame, 
Vulgar patrons hath ſcorn'd, 
And his treatiſe adorn'd 
With the luſtre of Cheſterfield's name. 
Great Mecænas of arts 
And all men of parts, 
(Tho? they re not much the growth of the time) 
I hope *t will be meet 
To lay at your feet 
The ſame lofty ſubject in rhyme. 
Then come, let us fing ! 
Death, a fig for thy ſting ! 
I think we ſhall ſerve thee a trick; 


For 


Ps 
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For the Biſhop of Cloyne 
Has at laſt laid a mine, 
That will blow up both thee and Old Nick. 


Have but faith in his treatiſe, 
Tho? you 've ſtone, diabetes, 
Gout, or fever, tar-water 's ſpecifick ; 


If you" re coſtive 't will work ; 


If you purge 'tis a cork ; 
And, if old, it will make you prolifick. 


All ye fair ones, who lic fick, 

Leave off doctors and phyfick, 
Tar-water will cure all your ails; 

Have you rheums or defluctions, 


Or whims, or obſtructions, 
It will ſet right your heads and your tails, 


See, cach tall ſlender maid 
Now lifts up her head, 
Like a beautiful fir on the mountain? 
While ſalubrious flow, 
From a fiſſure below, 
The ſtreams of 2 * turpentine fountain. 


Each nymph from afar, 
Is fo ſcented with tar, 
That unleſs they re permitt:d to feel, 
All the devils in hell 
(So alike is the ſmel!) 
Can't know a from a cart wheel. 


F Great 


— 


* Turpentine, the privcipal ingredient of tar, is thus 4 
tracted from the fir-tæve. 
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Great phyſician of ſtate ! 
(Tho call'd in ſo late 

To a truly well · meant conſultation) 
In this fever of war, 
Like the ſpirit of tar, 

Thy {kill muſt preſerve this poor nation. 
Tho' now quite exhauſted, 
Her vitals all waſted, 

She 's as meagre and weak as a lath; 
Yet we hope that thy art 
Will recover each part, 

Without the aſſiſtance of BATH. 


On Ca—s S—zx, Eſq; drinking Taxz-WATER. 


9 Charles by rule epiſcopal 
Tar- Water firſt began; 
Methinks, he cry'd, I feel myſelf 
Become a double man. 


Its proweſs then reſoly'd to try, 


But, oh! with ſhame and trouble, 
He found of all his boaſted parts, 
One thing alone was double. 


Enrag'd, he curſt the ſilly book, 
The biſhop and the tar; 


Ard ſwore the beggar's bleſſing was 
A better boon by far, 
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A N O D E 


To Sir — H . 


yan merry knight, whoſe ſportive vein 
Makes am'rous ducheſſes complain, 


While peers ſtand titt'ring by: 


Now fince you ve fairly crack d your jeſt, 


And Pegaſus retires to reſt, 
Permit me to reply. 


And truſt me, Charles, no real muſe 
Such groveling pertneſs e' er could uſe, 

To help a lame invention: 
Virgins are always ſomething thy, 
And language that charms H—b—y, 

Their lips diſdain to mention. 
But fince you ve found this eaſier road 
To furniſh out a wanton Ode, 

III readily ſubmit; 

Where Drury's dames the lays inſpire, 
Smut ſhall be lid poetic fire, 

And bawdry ſhine for wit. 
Beſides theſe nymphs are ready ſtill 
Your every pleaſure to full, 

And ne'er with coyneſs teaſe ye: 
But ihy Apollo's tuneful train 
Are ſkittiſh, fanciful, and vain, 

And oft refuſe to eaſe ye. 

Prudent thy deed then, gentle knight, 
Such ſqueamiſh goddeſſes to light, 


Since N—d—m's ſerve as well: 
F 2 


Their 
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Their inſpirations raiſe the ſong, 
As loud, as lofty, and as long, 
As thy own odes can tell. 
How ſweet thy ftrains on Maſter Prior, 
Of Dublin town, tar-water *ſquire, 
When pleas'd thy verſe reveals 
Each female fiſſure from below, 
Whence the fragrant ſtreams abundant flow, 
Reſembling carmen's wheels ! 
Equal thine odes, courageous knight, 
Where the fair dutcheſs feels thy ſpite, 
For yielding to be bleſs d: 
How keen thy pointed fatire ſhines ! 
While virtue ſwells the flowing lines; 
In native beauty dreſy'd. 

Hence then, Apollo, with your ſkill, 
Your nine, your fountain, and your hill, 
And learn your future diſtance : 

Without ſuch aids our verſes flow, 
As Charles's ſtrains and theſe may ſhow, 
If N—d—nm deigns aſſiſtance. 


But Huſſey, frowning, ſhakes his cane, 
And Charles flies trembling o'er the main, 
At Berlin long to tarry : 
Oh, GEORGE, if pertneſs have the power 
To make Him rife ambaſſadour, 
Let Me be ſecretary ! 


re 
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A N o D E 


Occafioned by ſeeing an Ode inſcribed to La 
Op. 


HO's this? what! Hey the lyrick ? 
Changing his notes to panegyrick, 
In fearful dread of fighting ? 
But 'tis in vain; for H——y ſwears, 
If + Cynthius won't, he Il lug your ears, 
And make you leave off writing. 


Think you, becauſe you ba—ly fled 
To Sax—y to hide your head, 
On odes you ſtill may venture? 
Or wipe off ſcandal left at home, 
By mcanly daubing him, in whom 
All commendations centre ? 


No; St — pe chuſes thy abuſe, 
Deteſting ſuch a filthy muſe, 

Whoſe very praiſe is ſatire; 
For well he knows the worthleſs k——t is 
Juſt ſuch another as Therſites, 

For bulk, abuſe, and ſtature. 


If charg'd with courage man ſhou!d be, 
(Like powder in artillery, 
Proportion'd to the barrel 
Can'it thou, a blunderbuſs ſo large, 
With ſcarce a pocket-piſtol's charge, 
Preſume to bounce or quarrel? 
F 3 
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+ Cynthius aurem well; © aumonuit, 
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Then quit theſe dangerous trifling lays, 
With low abuſe, or empty praiſe, 
"Tis nonſenſe all and folly ; 
Or if you will be writing odes, 
Which ev'ry mortal here explodes, 
Write hirth-day odes for Colley. 
There may you ſtretch poetic wing, 
Sing peace or war, GoD BLESS TRE K—6, 
And all his meaſures praiſe ; 
Then ſhould old Cy—er chance to die, 
And H——y lets you come and try, 
Perhaps you Il get the bays. 


— ——— 
ODE To LD Lot 


I. 
O Line-In! joy of womanł ind, 
To you this humble ode 's defign'd : 
Let inſpire my ſong : 
Gods ! with what pow'rs are you endn'd, 
Tiberius was not half fo lewd, 
Nor Hercules fo ſtrong. 


IE. 
"Tis — now my pen employs, 
And fince I fing of heav'nly joys, 
From heav'n my notes I Il bring: 
And tho? the lyric ftrain I chuſe, 
11] open like the Mantuan muſe, 
—, and the man I fng, 


Bar 
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III. 
But don't expect much flattery 
From ſuch an honeft bard as me, 
Dear, noble, vig'rous youth; 
For when I ſay that you —— more 
Than ever mortal did before, 
You know I fay the truth. 


IV. 
Four times a night, ſome happy fair, 
You — throughout the gliding year, 
This courſe of joy purfuing 3 
Of feats like theſe what annals ſpeak, 
»Tis eight and twenty times a week, 
And, faith ! that 's glorious doing, 


v. 
Had NMeſſalina with you, 
Whom no man could e' er ſubdue, 

Tho* many a Roman tried; 
She d own'd your vigor and your charms, 
And melting, dying in your arms, 

Cry'd out- I'm ſatisfied ! 


VI. 


Then ſtill love on with looſen'd reins, 
While youth is boiling in your veans, 
And ſparkles in your face ; 
With whores be lewd, with whigs be hearty, 
And both in ——, and in perty, 
Confeſs your noble race. 
F 4 
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VII. 

To you and ſteady Pelham then, 

With joy I Il dedicate my pen, 
For both ſhall be my theme; 

Since both divided England ſhare, 

You have the love of every fair, 
He every man's eſteem. 


A NEW BALLAD. 


On Lord D—x—rL's altering his Chapel at 
Gee into a Kitchen. 


Ovid, *mongſt many more wonders, we re told 
What chanc'd to Philimon and Baucis of old, 
How a cot to a temple was conjur'd by Jove ; 
So a chapel was chang'd to 2 kitchen at G—e, 
Derry down, Sc. 
The lord of the manſion moſt rightly conceiting, 
That his gueſts lov'd geod prayers much leſs than good 
eating; 
And poſſeſs d by the d- - (as ſome folks will tell ye) 
What was meant for the ſoul he aſſign'd to the belly. 
Derry down, &c. 
The word was ſcarce given, but down dropt the clock, 
And ftrait was ſeen fix'd in the form of a jack; 
Tis ſhameful to ſay, pulpit, benches and pews, 
Form'd cupboards and ſhelves for plates, ſaucepans 
ſtews, 
Derry down, &c. 
Pray' 


*r 
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Pray'r books turn'd into platters, nor think it a fable, 

And dreſſers ſprung out of the c-mm—n table; 

Which initead of the uſual repaſt, bd and w—e, 3 

Is ſtor'd with rich ſoup, and good Engliſh firloin. 
Derry down, &c. 

No fires but what pure devotion could raiſe, 

Till now had been known in this temple to blaze! 

But, good Lord, how the neighbours around did admire, 

When the chimney roſe up in the room of a ſpire ! 
Derry down, &c. 

For a Jew many people the maſter miſtook, 


| Whole Levites were ſcullions, who!e high prieſt a cook; 


And thought that he meant our religion to alter, 
When they ſaw the burnt-offerings ſmoak at the altar. 
Derry down, &c. 
The bells ſolemn ſound which was heard far and near, 
And oft rous'd the chaplain unwilling to pray'r ; 
No more to good ſermons now ſummon the finner, 
But blaſphemous rings the country to dinner. 
Derry down, &e, 
When my good lord the b—p had heard the ſtrange ſtory, 
How the place was prophan'd, that was built to G-d's 
glory ; 
With zeal he cry'd out, „oh! how impious the deed, 
To cram chriftians with pudding inſtead of the creed.“ 
Derry down, &c. 
Then away to the G—e hy'd the church's protector, 
Reſolving to read Eis lay-brother a lecture; 
But ſcarce had begun, when he ſaw plac'd before em, 
An haunch piping hot from the ſunctum ſanctorum. 
Derry down, &c. 
Troth, 
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Troth, quoth he, I find no great fin in the plan, 

What 's uſeleſs to God, to make uſeful to man; 

Beſides it is a true chriſtian duty we read, 

The poor and the hungry with good things to feed. 
Derry down, &c. 

Then again on the walls he beſtow'd conſecration, 

But reſerv'd the full right of a free viſitation ; 

Thus tis the lord's houſe, only varied the treat, 


Now there 's meat without grace, where was grace with- 


out meat. 
Derry down, 8&0. 


LOVELY PEGGY, a xEw SONG. 


I. 
NCE more I Il tune my vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for lovely Peggy. 
Ye greater bards the lyre ſhould hit, 
For ſay what ſubje& is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy. 
II. 
The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Thetis lap of reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He 's not ſo beauteous, as undreſo d 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 
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III. 

Were the array d in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks 1 'd feed, 
And pipe upon mine oaten reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage would delight, 
All 's happy when ſhe 's in my ſight, 
But when ſhe 's gone it 's endleſs night, 

All's dark without my Peggy. 


IV. 

The zephyr's air, the violet blows, 

Or breaths vpon the damaſk roſe, 

He does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
That docs my lovely Peggy. 

I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And truſt me, nought but truth I fay, 

The fragrant breath cf blooming May, 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


V. 

While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſhall rove, 
And linnets warble thro? the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 

So long fhall I love Peggy. 
And when Death with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be when I depart, 

Adieu my lovely Peggy. 


Te 
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To Mas. BINDON, ar BATHE. 


BY THE HON. SIR C. H. WILLIAMS, 


POLLO of old on Britannia did ſmile, 

And Delphi forſook for the ſake of this iſle, 
Around him he laviſhly ſcatter'd his lays, 
And in every wilderneſs planted his bays ; 
Then Chaucer and Spenſer harmonious were heard, 
Then Shakeſfpear, and Milton, and Waller appear'd, 
And Dryden, whoſe brows by Apoilo were crown'd, 
As he ſung in ſuch ſtrains as the God might have ond: 
But now, ſince the laurel is given of late 
To Cibber, to Euſden, to Shadwell and Tate, 
Apollo hath quitted the ifle he once lov'd, 
And his harp and his bays to Hibernia remov'd; 
He vows and he ſwears he Il inſpire us no more, 
And hath put out Pope's fires which he kindled before; 
And further he ſays, men no longer ſhall boaſt 
A ſcicnce their flight and ill treatment hath loft ; 
But that women alone for the future ſhall write; 
And who can reſiſt, when they doubly delight? 
And left we ſhould doubt what he faid to be true, 


Has begun by inſpiring Saphira and you. 
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Mas. BIN DON'S ANSWER, 


HEN home I return'd from the dancing laſt night, 
And, elate by your praiſes, attempted to write, 

1 familiarly call'd on Apollo for aid, 
And told him how many fine things you had ſaid ; 
He ſmil'd at my folly, and gave me to know, 
Your wit, and not mine, by your writings you ſhew 
And then, favs the God, ftill to make you more vain, 
He hath promis'd that I ſhall enlighten your brain. 
When he knows in his heart, if he ſpeak but his mind, 


"That no woman alive can now boaſt I am kind : 


For ſince Daphne to ſhun me grew into a laurel, 

With the ſex I have ſworn ſtil] to keep up the quarrel, 
I thought it all a joke, till by writing to you, 

I have prov'd his reſentment, alas ! but too true. 


Si CHARLES'S REPLY, 


| ow not believe that Phoebus did not ſmile, 
Unhappily for you I know his ſtile ; 

To ſtrains like yours of old his harp he ſtrung, 
And, while he dictated, Orinda ſung. 

Did beautcous Daphne's ſcorn of proffer'd love 
Againſt the ſex his indignation move ? 

It rather made you his peculiar care, 


Convinc'd from thence, ye were as good as fair. 


As mortals, who from duſt receiv'd their birth, 
Muſt, when they dic, return to native earth; — 
So to the [ure], that your brow adorns, 


"MN, 


Sprang from the fair, and to the fair returns. 


AN 
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A N O DE 


TO THE HONOURABLE PHILIP Y——KE, ESQs 


OR quiet, Y—ke the ſailor cries, 


F 


The ftars no more appearing : 
The candidate for quiet prays, 
Sick of the bumpers and huzzas, 

Of bleſt electioneering. 


Who thinks that from the Sp—k—r's chair 


The ſergeant's mace can keep off care, 
Is wone”rouſly miſtaken. 

Alas ! he is not half fo hleſt, 

As thoſe who ve liberty and reſt, 
And dine on beans and bacon. 


Why ſhould we then to London run, 
And quit our chearful country ſun, 
For bus'neſs, dirt and ſmoak ? 
Can we, by changing place and air, 
Ourſelves get rid of, or our care? 
In troth, *tis all a joke. 
Care climbs proud ſhips of might'eſt force, 
And mounts behind the gen'ral's horſe, 
Outſtrips Huſſars and Pandours : 
Far ſwifter than the flying hind, 
Swifter than clouds before the wind, 
Or Cx E before th' Highlanders. 


When gathering ſtorms obſcure the ſkies, 


Imitated from Horace, Ode XVI. Book II. 


A man, 


1 
E 


Fn. | 


( 79 ) 


A man, when once he 's ſafely choſe, 

Should laugh at all his threat' ning foes, 
Nor think of future evil. 

Each good has its attendant ill; 

A feat is no bad thing— but ftill 
Elections are the devil. 


Its gifts, with hand impartial, heaven 
Divides—To Orford it was given, 
To die in full-blown glory ; 
To B—th, indeed, a longer life, 
Bu tho? he lives— tis with his wife, 
And ſhun'd by whig and tory. 


The Gods to you with bounteous hand, 

Have granted ſeats, and parks, and land; 
Brecades and filks you wear; 

With claret and ragoũts you treat; 

Six neighing ſteeds with nimble feet, 

Whirl on your gilded car. 


To me they 've given a ſmall retreat, 
Good port, and mutton (beſt of meat) 
| With broad cloth on my ſhoulders 
A ſoul that ſcorns a dirty job, 
Loves a good rhyme, and hates a mob; 
I mean that an't freeholders, 


A CON- 
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A CONGRATULATORY ODE, 


Moſt humbly Infcribed to the 
STATESMAN ON HIS TRAVELS, 


By Joxrva Rel, EI; Poet-Laureat to the 
Pelemite;, Selemites, and other great Perſonages. 


S. proveres percent. 


Exemplo et ſceleri peni paranda diplex. 


02 England mourns her paſt diſgrace, 
Sad fatc of her unhappy race, 


By gibbets, gaols and axes ; 
Th' inglorious ſlaughter war has made, 
Her riſing debts, her ſinking trade, 
Her places, penſions, taxes. 


Croſs'd with ſuch cares, preſs'd with ſuch pains, 
What wonder if ſhe thus complains, 
Tells thus her diſmal ſtory ; 
In hopes ſome wiſe, ſome patriot chief, 
Some ſtateſman born for her relief, 
Might yet retrieve her glory? 


But Holly of her C—-—Il's head, 

Having o'ercome his water-dread, 
Thro' foreign realms is running ; 

Some ſtrangers ſtare to ſee his plate, 

More ſmile at his projected pate, 
Pate unaccus'd of cunning. 


Pulleſs'd 
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Poſſeſs d of poits and power at home, 
Oh ! why ſhou!d mighty Holly roam, 
And leave O-d Eng—d weeping 
'Twas—truth to ſ1y—becauſe afraid, 
Had others gone, or had he ſtaid, 
He was not ſure of keeping. 


This flip'ry tenure calls him forth, 
At more expence than quell'd the north, 
So late in life to travel; 
At mighty feafts, of mighty things, 
With princes ſet, expecting kings, 
To talk—and plots unravel. 


Not Gal'ic plots, for Gallia now 
As Holly thinks is forc'd to bow 
By his ſuperior knowledge! 
Alas ! in politics how mad 
Ard yet no blockhead when a lad, 
Ar W or college. 
For theie high meals his foreign praiſe, 
What mighty ſums did ſome folks raiſe, 
And what is more amazing, 
My l—— too as well as he, 
Muft go in triumph over ſea, 
To ſet the world a gazing. 
Happy if their own private ſtore, 
Acquir'd by wiſer folks before, 
Theſe projects only troubled : 
But ours they ll meaſure by his ſenſe, 
Compute our wealth by bis expence, 
And then our tribute 's doubled, 
G 


( 32 ) 
New treaties from theſe feaſts ſhall ſpring, 
New princes gain'd, perhaps a k—, 
More ſchemes for Europe's quiet ; 
Hence daily new demands may riſe, 
New quotas, loans, and ſubſidies, 
Sharpe ſauce to Gn diet. 


Thus the young *ſquire his wealth b-ftows 
Of home- ſpun feaſts and tawdry cloaths, 
On horſes, hounds, and harlot ; 
Until mama, to mend his taſte, 
Sends him to croſs the Alps in haſte 
With ſome bear-leading varlet. 


Thus tutor'd, Numps grows worſe and worſe, 

Falſe taſte acquires, what greater curſe ! 
Brings home a race of vipers ; 

And, on his new refinements bent, 

In twice five years th” eſtate is ſpent, 


On panders, pimps, and pipers. 


ADDENDA. 
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AN SS FIT AT-H 
ON THE LATE 


Rienr Hon. THOMAS WI NNINGTON, Es. 


BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS, 


N EAR his paternal ſeat, here buricd lies, 

The grave, the gay, the witty, and the wiſe, 
Form'd for all parts, in all alike he ſhin'd, 
Varioufly great a genius nnconfin'd ! 

In converſe bright. judicious in debate, 

In private amiable. and in public great: 

With all the ſtateſman's knowledge, prudence, art, 
With friendſhip's open. undeſigning heart. 

The friend and heir here join their tuty : one 
Erects the buſto, one inſcribes the ſtone. 

Not that they hope from theſe his fame ſhould li 
That claims a longer date than they can ve; 
Falſe to their truſts, the mould' ring vutts decay, 
And, ſoon effac'd, inſcriptions wear away: 

But Engliſh annals ſhall their place ſupply; \ 
And, while they live, his name can never die. : 
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